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DID YOU NOTICE the roasting the 
Chicago audiences were given by Bernard 
Jacobson and Roger Detmer on their be¬ 
havior at the homecoming of the Chicago 
Symphony Orchestra? They referred to 
them as "jaded palates-audlences of 
sweet-suckers— rattlers of charm brace¬ 
lets - purse snappers and all to feeble 
to applaud." In Europe the Orchestra 
had ovations lasting from ten to fifteen 
minutes but here at home a half hearted 
welcome. It Is this lack of enthusiasm 
and local pride In Chicago audiences 
that has killed any real chance for a 
local ballet company. In case you have 
not noticed there have been from two to 
three visiting companies a week here 
this fall. Never the leSs we will brave 
it again to tell you that our spring 
concerts are now set for April 28th and 
30th at St. Alphonsus. Come hell or high 
water! Ticket orders will be accepted 
soon after the first of the year. 

There is little news for this issue 
and that will be saved for Volume 2 which 
will be out next month. This issue will 
continue with our summer trip to Europe. 
***** 

LONDON 

English relatives of mine, the 
Hodges, Shovels, Halls and the Bradshaws 
all contributed to my early English pre¬ 
judices. Silly as they are, childhood 
Impressions are the most difficult to 
erradlcate in adulthood, so ingro^Tn 
are they. Grandmother Hodge, sailed 
from Llskeard, a small town near Ply- 
moth. Josiah, her spouse came from 
the coal mihlng Black Mountain region 
in South Hales. About 1880 they migrated 
to Butte, Montana where the menfolks 
continued to work in' the copper mines. 

I rejnember my Mother saying that she 
and her brother had been sent to Ply¬ 


mouth to school because the American 
schools were not good enough. Had 
she not gone there to school, she 
might have been a different women 
apd I T'TOuld not have had my preju¬ 
dices . 

So it was, that not until my 
third European trip did I venture to 
England and on this trip only to Lon¬ 
don. Needless to say, I enjoyed it 
immensely and am eager for another 
visit idlere I may see more of England. 

We arrived in London via Zagreb 
on the Yugoslavian Air lines around 
noon and sailed through customs with 
no problems. While exchanging money, 
a helpful gentleman suggested that 
instead of a cab that we take the bus 
into their terminal and then cab to 
our hotel, which we did. It was a 
double deck affair (like I remember 
riding on Michigan Avenue in 1927) 
which for a nominal fare took us 
into the heart of the city (a very 
great distance) and no doubt saved 
us $10.00 cab fare of more. And 
we had the pleasure of seeing more 
of London from the top of a bus. 

My first purchase was the Geo¬ 
grapher's Visitor’s Map of London 
Which did give us good service in 
getting around this sprauling city 
on foot. It was probably the most 
complete map I've seen with all the 
main streets, all places of interest, 
theatres. Hotels, churches, shops 
and even toilets (a very civilized 
idea). With this map we were able 
to find even the most difficult 
place, such as the Dancing Times 
at 18 Hand Court. I would not pre¬ 
tend to say that we saw a third of 
what could be seen but in six days 
we did cover a great deal. 

Our first jaunt was to see the 
Wallace Collection at Hertford House. 











Much of this collection was devoted 
to armor which I found a bore but 
there were two incredible Galleries- 
of Old Masters - Murillo, Velazquez, 

Van Dyke, Rubens, several Rembraridts 
and the famous "Laughing Cavalier" 
of Franz Hals. Of the English mas¬ 
ters they.had Gainsborough and 
Reynolds. My special thrill was 
seeing the original of Blanchl 
Ferrari’s "Daphne and Chloe", a 
copy of whiqh I have had above my 
desk for years. The collection 
also has the famous Lancret paint¬ 
ing, that you all know, of "Mile 
Camargo Dancing". In that gallery 
were other familiar wrks of Watteau, 
Boucher, Fragonard.and others of 
this period. 

About noon we stopped in one of 
those socially popular English Pubs 
for a light lunch. Crowds of people 
standing enjoying conversation with 
delicious sausages, sandwiches, ale 
and beer. The very reasonable prices, 
social atmosphere, and the excellent 
food makes tlxem extremely popular. 

Then, on; to the National Gallery, 
a really Incredible collection of .rare 
paintings. There are few Leonardo De 
Vinci paintings in the world and here, 
is one of the loveliest "The Madonna 
of the Rocks" and several.of his ex¬ 
quisite cartoons in soft greys and 
brown. Michelangelo paintings are 
equally rare, and they have two rather 
startling ones. Lippi, Fram Angelica, 
Sasetta and Ucello are well represented. 
There are great rooms of Turner, Rey¬ 
nolds, Hogarth and Gainsborough. I do 
like Turner but here I had the feeling 
that he never discarded,a picture. 

They are not all of equal interest and 
not the quality of the "Dutch Fishing 
Boats" in the Art Institute. There 
was a fairly good modern section with 
Monets, Gauguin and Von Gogh, but again 
the Art Institute is better in this 
department. 

We rounded out our first day by 
seeing a typical (there is nothing to 
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compare them' to) English Musical Revue- 
"Dattny La Rue at the Palace". This 
shox^ has been running for two years to 
packed houses. The only reason for this 
success is its star. La Rue, an imper¬ 
sonator and a carbon copy of Carol 
Channing, The music, production and 
dances were about as dreadful (fuhhy- 
dreadful) as any I have ever witnessed. 
Because of the heavy cockney accents 
the only performer I could understand 
was La Rue, who is really a fantastic 
entertainer. To say the show was 
spicy, raucous, suggestive or vulgar 
puts it mildly. The audience was a 
thing apart and they did love it as 
they munch their lunches and candies. 
Really, the audience is the show. 

. Next morning after a visit to 
the American Express (London eats 
money) with map in hand, we headed for 
. the Tate Gallery, devoted mostly to 
English artists; Ninety-nine piercent 
; portraits and half of them self-por¬ 
traits. One caii appreciate just so 
many portraits and they all begin to 
pall on one. The small collection of ' 
William Blakes came nearef to my taste. ' 
If ope cares for the extreme in modern 
art it can be found here as well. I 
mean the kind you wonder if the artist 
is serious or with tongue in cheek. 

One great room with huge canvasses with 
red and brown blobs of pigment and no 
recognizable images therein. 

We walked along the Thames towards' 
Westminister Abbey, as truly Impressive 
and handsome as all its photographs. 
Stately knarled sycamores line the river 
with a variety of other trees about the 
Abbey Itself. We admired the August 
Rodin group of figures - "The Burghers". 
Inside the Abbey one feels the presence 
of all the great men who made British 
history. The tremendous mobs of push¬ 
ing tourists made it difficult to 
• really enjoy its full beauty. The 
' .north transept, or the Statesmen’s cor¬ 
ner had memorials to Disraeli, Gladstone 
Asquith and others. The immense rose 
window above a series of four levels of 
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Gothic arches is the largest of its 
kind in England. In the south transej)! 
or Poet's corner were the graves and 
meiTiorials of poets and writers. The 
earliest, Chaucer, and others were 
Wordsworth, Shakespeare, Byron, Cole¬ 
ridge, Thackeray and to my personal 
delight - a memorial to Longfellow. 

The east end had the beautiful vaulting 
Purbeck marble pillars and the ornate 
choir screen and organ case for the 
pipes commemorating Henry Purcell, 
the original there from 1680-95. For 
the serious student of British history 
the Abbey must be endlessly fascinat¬ 
ing; much as Mount Auburn Cemetery is 
to me in Cambridge, Massachusetts. 

At five, we met Mary Clarke to tea 
and had a delightful two hours thrash¬ 
ing over the dance world. Mary is a 
delightful conversationalist, and is 
most comfortable to be with and never 
seems to run out of witty tid-blts of 
information. The problems and idio¬ 
syncrasies of dance are indeed univer¬ 
sal for those totally involved in the 
future of dance. The discerning are 
wondering either - "I'Jhere is it going?" 
or "where has it gone?" 

Mary had supplied us with tickets 
for the Black Theatre of Prague at the 
Sadlers Wells Theatre, one of three 
remaining theatres in London which 
opened their doors in the 17th cen¬ 
tury. Over the years, the theatre 
has had a fascinating history of ups 
and downs and we of our generation 
know it as the birthplace of the 
English Royal Ballet. The lobby and 
theatre reeks of charm with flowers 
about,Interesting old prints on its 
walls and sandwhich bars serving hot 
tea and chocolate. 

The Black Theatre uses the tech¬ 
nique of a black cabinet and light 
play centered on the action creating 
Illusions. I enjoyed the performance 
but did not feel it was as novel as I 
had expected. It seaned to be a 
cross between Trudi Schoop's wonderful 
theatre and some of Alwln Nikolais' 


much more Inventive performances; 

The Black Theatre does have a childish 
simplicity combined with humor and a 
happy outlook that enchants one. 
Vladimir Kubicek in a number with 
surrealistic overtones called "Wheels" 
had wheels coming out of his head 
which was frightening yet funny. 

And then a wild western with a happy 
ending and a hilariously funny horse 
that appeared out of a sheet. 

Mary Clarke had Informed us of 
the exhibit "25 Years of Opera and 
Ballet at the Sadlers Wells" at the 
Victoria and Albert Museum, otherwise 
we might have missed it and that 
would have been a pity. We found 
it to be a very comprehensive dis¬ 
play of the best in British Ballet 
and the Opera section a more univer¬ 
sal representation. The Ballet 
display was handsomely done with 
photographs, costumes, set designs 
and other memorabilia, showing the 
accomplishments of English choreo¬ 
graphers, designers and dancers. 

The Opera exhibit also had photo¬ 
graphs of many singers we have had 
there at the Lyric, such as Callas 
and Gobbi, and of all things, a 
picture of Schwarzkopf as Mme. 
Butterfly. Nilsson was very pro¬ 
minent and naturally Sutherland. 

One great feature was a short movie 
of Callas and Gobbi singing a scene 
in Tosea; what a thrill to rehear 
those great moments of Callas's 
singing. Loved also the early 
photographes of "Cinderella" and 
"Wedding Bouquet'' with England' s 
forgotten star, Moira Shearer. 

Also England's Opera star Eva 
Turner with whom I worked with in 
"The Marriage of Figaro" back in 
the old Auditorium days. Over 
played in the exhibit were the 
publicity of Fonteyne-Nureyev 
fiascos "Paradise Lost" and 
"Margeurite and Armand". 

We found the Victoria and 
Albert Museum to be probably the 
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most unusual of all the city’s museums. 
A truly great collection of oriental 
china, furniture, hangings, and Statu¬ 
ary, And the real surprise was the 
Raphael cartoons owned by Her Majesty 
the Queen. They are beautiful examples 
of high renaissance art. They were the 
designs for tapestries which now hang 
in the Vatican Museum in Rome. Even 
though the colors have changed with the 
years and they have been rubbed and 
worn they are very lovely. 

In the evening'we saw a watered 
down version of ’’The Sleeping Beauty" 
at the Royal Festival Hall. The 
dancers were good but dull and Galina 
Samtsova as the Princess was Techni¬ 
cally expert but with two expressions - 
an ear 'to ear smile and no smile. Her 
Prince Andre Prokovsky turned well and 
looked like a business man in tights. 

By far the best part of the ballet 
was a group of children in the Sleeping 
Beauty waltz credited to the Arts 
Educational Trust School. During the 
intermission we chatted with Mary at. 
a press party and met Beryl Grey who 
had very special memories of Chicago - 
she met her husband here. We had 
hoped to see Peter Schaufuss the next 
night but another evening of 'Beauty' 
was an unbearable thought. 

Our last museum to visit was the 
British Museum. It's important attrac¬ 
tion is the Elgin Marbles, However, 
there are other great rooms of early 
Egyptian, S3nrian, Abyssinian and other 
oriental collections, all huge and very 
overpowering. 

T'Jhen we were ^ in Athens in August 
of 1969, and visited the Parthenon on 
the Acropolis, our guide was bemoaning 
the fact that the British and Turks 
had stript the best of the friezes 
and could now be seen only In the 
Museum in London. At the time we 
were sympathetic, but now seeing; 
them beautifully displayed and away 
from the pollutionj gases and plane vi¬ 
bration x^hlch is destroying what is 
left of the' Parthenon. One is glad 


that they are being preserved for pos¬ 
terity with such love and care. True, 
they are fragments but ravishingly 
beautiful and still enough of the 
whole to sense what they must have 
been. I do not believe I ever saw 
stone with more life and movement 
than these twisting torsos of war¬ 
riors in action. The flowing draper¬ 
ies on the female figures were 
delicate and wind tossed in compari-s 
son to the power in the male movement. 

Supposedly, from the museum \}e 
were near The Dancing Times office 
(2030 blocks) so >T-7e walked to say our 
goodbyes to Mary. As we entered we 
xrere introduced to .Gordon Anthony 
who was about to depart. ' Anthpny ; 
has been writing the articles in the 
Times on the English Dancers of the 
past. We were fascinated by the old 
photographs on the walls of Mary's 
office which could be used to illus¬ 
trate a history of dance. There were 
so many, that now, I only rmember 
Pavlowa in her "Dragon Fly" - one 
of very favorite pictures of her. 

Mary xras busy so xire made our visit 
short having to rush to the opposite 
end of London to have tea vrLth Dame 
Marie Rambert. 

Bentley had been with the Rambert 
Company in 1939 and both he and 
Rambert had a great time reminiscing 
about:those days and all that had 
happened to the dancers of that time. 
Considering her age, a bit forgetful, 
but very charming and when she gets 
doxjn to what she knows she is very 
keen indeed. I mostly listened 
because my only acquaintance was a 
party we once gave the Rambert Company 
at our Clark Street Studio when they 
were on their way to Australia. John 
Gilpin, a teenager then, and Sally 
Gllmour were in the company at that 
time. After an hour and a half of 
very animated conversation on dance 
and dancers she excused us, she was 
getting tired. From her home we 
walked around to the Mercury Theatre 
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where Stone had worked with her. He 
was able to walk directly to it and 
while there I took pictures of him in 
from of it. Unfortunately, it was a 
very dark day and they did not turn out. 

On our next to last evening we dined 
at the famous Rules restaurant with Mary 
Clarke. It is a very favorite spot to 
dine before going to Covent Garden, It 
is very old and interesting. Unfortu¬ 
nately, it is about to suffer the same 
fate as our Red Star Inn being the way 
of progress. It is Victorian with walls 
covered with old photographs of famous 
stage and public figures. Quaint but 
with the feel of red plush and walnut, 
polite service, good food and wines. 

One could easily Imagine a theater party 
at the turn of the century richly dress¬ 
ed and properly gay. Our dinner con¬ 
versation drifted from dance to things 
about London and our pleasure at being 
there. Mary discovered that I had 
not seen Londons other two 17th century 
theatres. Covent Garden and Drury Lane. 

So after eating we trapsed on foot through 
deserted dark streets to Covent Garden. 
Luckily, the doors were open and we I 

found that an orchestra rehearsal was 
breaking up. We had ample time to T-ralk 
through the elegant lobbies, bars and 
the theater Itself, all red velvet and 
shimmering gold. There is a wonderful 
nostalgic feeling that seeps through 
one's being in an old theatre that 
rather silences you makes you speechless. 
Then we had a short walk over to Drury 
Lane, where the "Great Waltz" was in 
progress but the manager very courtesly 
told us the history of the building and 
explained some of its art treasures, it 
charter and its entrance for the King 
on one side and one for the Prince on 
the other. It seems that they did not 1 
get along so the management arranged 
separate entrances so they could not 
meet. 

Up to this point in our trip we had 
seen few flowers since Portugal and I 
felt there must be some wrth while I 

garden in London. An inquiry at the 


Hotel Floral shop said by all means to 
go to the Kew Gardena. So in a cab we 
flew for miles and miles for what seemed 
the outskirts of the city until we began 
to wonder how we xrould get back. And 
the weather was threatening rain. 

One of the great missions of the 
British has been to preserve things of 
the past, be they Elgin Marbles, old 
ballets, or the huge herberia left by 
the Swedish Botanist Linnaeus. Here in 
Kew Gardens were trees and flowers from 
every corner of the earth that could 
exist in this climate. The Royal Gardens 
at Kew had always been formost in the 
collection of dried plants for the pre¬ 
servation in herberia, for the collec¬ 
tion of seeds and roots for culture in 
the Botanical Gardens. I saw many plants 
and flowers native to may own valley in 
Montana. And at one time I had gone to 
Switzerland especially to see the Gene- 
tian Acaulis in Bloom, did not see it 
there, but did here at Kew. 

The English landscape is a kinder 
landscape given to contour, color and 
season. Here wild flowers are not 
limited to spring and the grass remains 
green all summer long. Hardwood trees 
reach luagnifleant proportions and the 
Impressive profiles of strange conifers 
from various parts of the world are 
allowed to grow unaided and unpruned by 
man. The Englishman has always been 
able to turn to his countryside for 
spiritual refreshment. It was inter¬ 
esting to note that in their large 
spacious parks radios are strictly for¬ 
bidden. The park is a place to rest 
and get away from such annoyances. 

On the sixth day we packed slowly - 
had breakfast in the room - paid our 
staggering bill at Grosvenor House 
and headed for the airport. Boarding 
on one those 7A7's, we endured the 
passage home. 


******* 
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